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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


For the Casket. 
Mr. Canpip;, 


THE life of man is filled with unavoidable evil. 
In every “lane and corner” of his journey, he meets 


with foes, whom no wisdom can control, no power de-— 


stroy. His fortitude and patience may be continually 
employed to support calamities he 1s forced to suffer, 
without expending a particle of either, on objects, which 
the kindness of his fellow travellers might alleviate, or 
their justice prevent. 

But the truth is, that the vices of men are the sources 
of their greatest sorrows. We behold them arrayed in 
arms, each against his neighbor’s happiness; and it seems 
to be their great object to increase the misery of their 
stations, by inventing new misery, rather than to join 
their efforts to make necessary evil supportable. 

Without rising up as “ one man” to defeat the cem- 
mon enemies of happiness; all agree to divide their 
strength, and give new vigor to the curse, under which 
they live. 

The slightest knowledge of human nature ; the most 
superficial acquaintance with men, and manners, will 
fully establish this truth. How seldom do we see those 
Who are fully possessed of the means, coming forth to 
wipe away the aspersions which are cast upon innocence, 
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and to repel the calumny of the sLaAnpERER. How 
often do we see those, who would ornament the highest 
station, trampled in the dust by a foot, which has power 
to destroy, only because it is shod with gold and orna. 
mented with a diamond. Slander and defamation haye 
bathed the earth in tears. Falsehoods, * glaring as 
noon-day,” have been asserted with all the boldness of 
truth, until they have as effectually humbled and destroy- 
ed the character, at which they were directed, as if they 
had proceeded from the lips of Angels, and borne the 
stamp of heaven. 

While there‘are thousands that will invent a falsehood 
to giut revenge, or soothe the ged of envy, there are 
thousands, who are as willing to believe them, and think 
them at liberty to extend a column y, because they were 
not its authors. 


The truth is, we are not tender of another’s reputation. 
We are apt to think that we rise, in exact proportio 
as our neighbors are humbled; and that the best foun. 
dation of iame is laid on the ruin of characters. 

Nothing is more false! The hand, that shattered 
them, is nerved for our destruction, and only waits | 
opportunity to prostrate US in the dus 


The reputation cf woman is the more exposed, to t’ 
eye of envy; and is destroyed with greater ease, tha 
that of her protector—man. Itisa plant that — 
from the touch. <A flower that expands in all the splen- 
dor of beauty, and scatters the fragrance of Paradise 
while it is fann’d by the zephyrs of the sprine. Buti 
eannot bear the mountazn blista—jt 1S shattered and 
stroyed in the tempest. 

Lhave secn youth, innocence, and beauty, with no 
other fault than liveliness, hunted till the spirit was 
broken and ruin followed. I have seen her drawn to ¢ 
spair by a slander, produced and propagated by envy. f 
have beheld the man whose honor was as inviolate as 
truth, driven from the height of glory, by the pestilence 
of defamation, and the poison of invective: Polluted 
by the tale of slander, ¥ ie was impervious to crime, alii 
hurled to ruia by fale “bakes whom truth would have «/@ 
gized and wisdom réver te 
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hest our way, to suffer toil and anxiety, to destroy that which 
wer [ag «might have lived happy and prosperous without our of- 
r'Na- fcious cruelty ; or which might have flourished under 
have Je 2 smile, that would have cost us no effort, or by a listen- 
r as ing that could have been given without expense. “ Man 


bP 


is the foe of man.” How long shall the sensibility of 
humanity, the feelings of benev oles, be put tothe rack, 

by these.harping slanderers, who pollute all they touch, 

th and poison all they approach. When shall we unite to 

drive from society, those who fatten on its misery and 

flourish in its wo. When shall we lend our efforts to 
soothe the sorrow which we cannot alleviate, rather than : 
7 create distress, which might have been spared. | 
ae Allthis mischief is created by the vicious, and ex- { 
. tended by the thoughtless. Many would shrink with 
_& abhorrence from their own conduct, did they behold its 
con. effects. And instead of propagating ruin, would turi 
upon the authors of defamation, to brand them with the 
infamy they deserve. : 

[ have sent you these remarks, as introductory to a 
little story, I have in my possession, which I will send 
you at some future time. I think it is calculated to 
shame those who industriously invent the tale of defa- 
mation, and, perhaps, will reclaim those who become its 
retailers. Yours, &c. F. 


For the Casket. 
TO TIMOTHY AIMWELL. 


Respected Sir, 


i 
How Why is it then, that we are so base as to go out of | 


— 


I have perused your Address to “the Hudson «= 
Belles,’ so far forth as it has yet appeared in print, 
and now make bold to thank you for it in the name of 
our whole sisterhood. Indeed I do not mean to give it 
unqualified applause, as every thing human must needs 
have a mixture of imperfection ; but, take it all in all, I 
doubt we shall not often see its like again. Ifit have not 
the delicate humor, or the « enchanting ease and ewace- 
ininess of style, of Addison, who also condescended to 
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write for the benefit of womankind,—it possesses cther 
qualities, both of sentiment and diction, which Addison 
himself could scarcely have attained. Asa specimen 
of the concise, or “ /aconic” style, it is truly admirable, 
Believe me, sir, I am ready to die of wonder to find such 
a throng of sentiments, so useful and so new, crowded 
into a few pages. 

Give me leave, more particularly, to express my ad- 
miration of your exordium. You begin your first num- 
ber thus—“ Having taken this general and pretty am- 
ple view of our subject.”—Although this be not to be- 
vin at the beginning, according to common usage, it is 
a mark of exalted genius which scorns a vulgar track. 
And besides, it necessarily puts us upon thinking, and 
inquiring after the ame and lumincus compositions with 
which you had favored the world, previous to your ex- 
cellent address to ourselves; and if a girl can once be 
brought to think and inquire, she is in a fair way to be- 
come a rational being. 

I know not whether I had better quarrel with you for 
your breach of promise, or to impute this also to the ec- 
centricity incident to uncommon genius. When you 
engaged to give us lessons upon dancing, you can scarce- 
ly imagine how much this promise, coming from vow, 
clatedour hopes. ‘To be instructed in what relates to 
danéing and dancing ass emblies, not as usual, by cons 
whose earning lies all in his Aeels, but by a man brim- 
ful of head-lcarning,—by a man too who has the whole 
etiquette of polished life at his fingers’ ends—La, what 
a privileze! But in this one particular, I will say it, 
you have disappointed us; and ’tis cruel hard. Afte: 
this express pledge of troth, 


«© Away goes Gilpin, neck or nought.” 


Away you go, sir, bounding over regions of intellect; 
and though you have gathered for our use, many a bril- 
liant of thought and expression, scarcely a word else 
have you said on the subject you promised to discuss, 
than merely to inform us that we are more observed 
when we are ata dancing assembly than we are when 
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nobody sees us. Yet this single hint may have its use ; 


er 
as it reveals, what, perhaps, we could never have found 


Oh- 


en out by our own wits. 7 
e. You did right to introduce and commend yourself as 
t 



























h © aman of “ extreme sensibility.’ Indeed this is pretty 
4 [Ff well shown by the refined delicacy of your writings ; but 
’ since you have the kindness to tell us so yourself, it’will 
] » make your lessons the more impressive forasmuch as 
; we can now look up to you as our pattern, as well as our 
is > preceptor. Mem. In your next edition, give us the 
portrait of your sweet self, engraven in the frontispiece. 
» Pray do: it would have a sublime effect. 
The remark, in the second number, “ that where the 
d >’ most refinement is, there also, in a direct ratio, is the 
© most vice,’—is not the less excellent for its being 
’ » new. Of course, no belle else could so exactly “ jump 
. > with your humor,” as a Belle Savage. ‘This isa mark, 
7 true blue, of genius and nature. 

Some parts of your Address, I must needs tell you, 
are rather too deep for us to fathom ; more particularly 
the following sentences, to which indeed several others 
might be added. ‘ He sees reason in ignominy shelter 
her head under the pitiful meanness of znstinci.” “ Be- 
Jow the sphere of unreasonable creation.”—“ Even dis- 
cussion has born and nurtured upon the world itself.’— 
“ Frequently taken on a derilictiom from these invalua- 
ble blessing.’? Now, sir, since you tell us that you meant 
to aimwell, if you did not intend these as enigmas to puz- 
zie the fair, pray give us, in the subsequent edition, a key 
to unlock them, that we may discover the intellectual 
treasure they contain. 

How lucky are the Hudson girls, since, as you say, 
their “ parents are not willing, or accustomed to guide 
them—to show them prudence”—how lucky we are, 
that, in this sad exigency, you have undertaken to be 
our guide, our teacher, and examplar! 

With my best wishes for your success, I subscribe 
myself your grateful and devoted pupil. 


a eee te 





MARIAMNE. 
fed, 25. 
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for the Casket. 
Mr. CAnpDiID, 


Iam one of those ancient Beaux, who have fiour 
ed in this renowned city, for the last fifteen years. Dur 
ins that space of time I have been so often discarded by 


e ladies that I despair of obtaining a wife. However, I 


am still an ad Imirer of the fair sex, and am never so hap- 


py as when in theircompany. Iam alwi ays welcome a 
tea-fiarties and assemdlies ; and have, p ‘rhaps, a better 
opportunity of learning the real disposition of the ladies 
than any other beau 


. 


au Set en) 
city ; and should you en- 
courage me, by ota r t] 
constant corresponden 


~ ‘ > , wm. 
his letter, i Thay become 


" 
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ie atten ded | apo Ome of my female relations to the las 

r 1x t ‘ ; rv? ™~e > s i } i} oc <tr . 
5S emt iV, and i ithor rh a greater part oi the belies, whi 
eon 98 ‘ 1s oh, eae nS ee _ 
OG Ul pon tile it nt i an itastic Oe, al’ cnlucren, Wi 


are SCal cely il 


‘% ane 


their teens, and sammy of whom I once 
dandied on my knees, or recked In their cradles, when 


I visited their older sisters: yet, 1 


. 1, nN ( i oa er =o —- 
5 i lin el 1é \V EXCCPUCNS, 


they | behaved with as much propriety and decorum, as 
if they had been under the e eyes of their mothers,—there 
vere some, however, among the number, who ought 
to be coniin ~ to the nursery a little longer, before they 
are let loose upon the public. I observed one in parti- 
cular, a charming sylph-like figure, who was so ovet- 
come by the praises which were so lavishly heaped up- 
on her, that she appeared entirely to have forgotten her 
situation, and to imagine hers self still in the nursery, 

playing with her toys. W ve en asked = several young 
eentlemen to danc 

rudeness. Aslamw ell acqu seicinail wl ith t the child’s S pa- 
rents, I was going to take her home to her mother, but 
being called on, to attend some company home, I was 
obliged to make a hasty exit. 

Would it not be proper, Mr. Candid, either for parents 
and guardians to attend their children and wards, to these 
places of public amusement, or to keep them at home, 
where they cannot disturb others ? Yours, 


BENEDICT: 
qudson, feb. 8,.1812 
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FOR THE CASKET. 
TO THE HUDSON BELLES. 
No. IV. 
Mr. CAnpDiID, 

There has been much said, and, perhaps, to no 
purpose, of novels, and those who read them; with a 
wish to promote the happiness of all our fair readers, it 
is thought proper, in the closing of these little essays, 
to recommend to them such books as ought to compose 
a young ladies’ library. Itis hoped they will only rea 


such books as are calculated to inlarce their understand- 
ing, andto mend the heart. oe time Which 1s bestowed 
on books which have re | contrar ' te leucy 5 4.9 tin 1e thi ow no 


away. Nay, it is worse-—it mi: ae bs the means of vitia- 
ting your principles, of pervertin 5 your judgment, of 
vulgarizing your manners, It may be | the means.of injur- 
ine, or, perhaps, destroying those principles which you 
have beem accustemed to cherish sad respect, and of 
erecting loose and licentious ideas on theirruins. It is 
‘ertainly better not to read at all, than to read such books 
as only tend to injure the morals and corrupt the heart. 
‘ead, therefore, such books as will tend to your real 
improvement. It is better to keep no company, than 
bad company. There is almost as much danger from 
bad books, as from bad men. To tell you of such books 
as you should read, would be to swell this essay beyond 
the limits which is necessarily prescribed toit. It may 
not, however, be amiss to give you some hints which 
maylead to a judicious selection, and to leave the rest to 
your own good sense, and to the discretion and judg- 
ment of your friends. 

I would advise our fair, in the first place, to read such 
books as may give some instruction in the duties of life, 
and direct you, in your passage through it, against the 
rocks and quicksands on which others have perished. 
Dr. Gregory’ s Legacy, Miss Moore’s £ssays, Mrs. Cha- 
pone’s Lef¢ers, are all of this class. Dut although these 
are very excellent in their kind, there are many others 
equally as good in this department of study; but if you 
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peruse these understandingly, and with consideration, 
you will obtain a very perfect catechism of female de- 
meanor. Perhaps, Dr. Gregory alone, although so 
compressed and sententious, is a tolerably perfect com- 
pendium of domestic economy. He has, however, been 
thought, by many, to have refined too much on his deli- 
cacy, Where he recommends it to his daughters not to 
acknowledge even to their husbands that they love them. 
‘Tis true, as the Doctor observes, * that the. consent to 
marry is a proof of their love ;”” but certainly there are 
many expressions of your affections which may tend : 
increase his, and which ought not to be superceded | 
any affectation of reserve. Besides, you would be w rong ‘4 
not to confess to your husband, what you would be 
ashamed to deny to all the rest of the world. 

With respect to such books as may be necessary for 
you, in order to obtain such a knowledge of history, ge- 
ography, and the arts, as may be consistent with your 
situation in life, they will be pointed out to you by those 
wh o have the care of vour education; rou should read 

: .ot for the = of say ing that you have read them. 
lid purpose ofinstruction. Nor should 
n housewifery be neglected, they are as es- 
ir 7 : itis certainly very ridiculous to hear a 
Herodotus, Livy , and Rollin who does 
“to boil 2 fiudding, or to bake a /art. 
am giving vent to my depressed state of 
oust drop a tear of sorrow over the unfrequent- 
ed temple of knowledge. In the mean time, I earnest- 
ly beseech the fair reader, if she knows not herself, to 
attend to the iittle ] have said. If she esteems. virtue, 
her happiness, she will most assuredly not look at this 
bumble request with indifference. 
Timotny AIMWELL. 
—a SSS OO 


Avarice. Interest is that which leads the world ina 
string. He imitates the Hawk, which flies high, yet 
will descend to catch its prey. He draws interest out 
of that quarter where the wind blows fairest for advan- 
wage; he has Briarius’s \and to oppose designs, as well 

Arevuse exch to penetrate counsels. 
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Gdifows Garret. 
‘© Here we take our stand-——” 


“ Voney makes the press go.’ —Kd. Garret. 


“ Money,” says an editor of a Frankford, (Penn.) pa- 
per, “ will raise our ideas, *twill guide the pen to themes 
cngaging and enrapturing, ‘twill direct us to tit-bits of 
news, and make us ever assiduous to please—’twill save 
us from many an oath; and what is more, ’twill save us 
from the cursed. fiend-like, tormenting dun; which dai- 
ly wastes away our frame, and if not speedily removed 
must inevitably bring us to the grave.” 

The present number of The Casket completes one 
half of a volume ; and according to our proposal, on the 
delivery of the thirteenth number, we are entitled’ to 
one dollar, (the price of one volume.) As a publication 
of this kind, depending entirely upon the subscription 
for its existence, requires the utmost punctuality, on the 
part of the subscribers, in their discharge, we confident- 
ly hope and trust that none will, unnecessarily, delay in 
forwarding the small consideration which becomes due, 
after this date. 

Our subscribers, in this city, will be waited on, in the 
course of the ensuing week. ‘Those ata distance, where 
we have no agent, are earnestly requested to forward the 
subscription of the first volume, by mail, (postage paid,) 
or otherwise if convenient, and their receipts will be for- 
warded immediately. 

To Correspondents. 

“ Frorentivs,” on Poetru, and his Essay, shall have 
a place in our next. 

“Epwin” and “ Romero” came entirely too late for 
this number. 

“ Benepict” is on file. 


MARRIED, 
4t Salisbury, (Conn.) on Monday evening last, Mr. Lu- 
ther Bingham to Mrs. Sally Jenkins, both of this efty, 
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FOR THE CASKET. 
Mr. Canpi1p, 

Lf it is agrecable, you will oblige a youthful corres. 
| jrondent, by giving this small poetical producto a filace in 
| the Casket. FLORENTIUS. 

| Chatham, Feb. 15. 

My ON RETIREMENT. 

In verdant groves, near sylvan streams, 
The sweetest bards have sung ; 


r And tun’d their harps to heav’nly themes, 
The flow’ry vales among. 


Serene content, that heav’n-born maid, 
Adores the waving woods ; 

Delights to sit beneath the shades, 
And view the cooling floods. 








SRE LRINES: TON: 


Here, could I live, secure from pride; 
Far from voiuptuous scenes, 

And from some grass sy mountains side, 
‘To view the spreading greens ; 
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I’d soon dispense with empty sounds, 
And each fictitious name 

i And seek the place where bliss is found 

i With pure unblemish’d fame. 


I’d walk amongst the shady trees, 
To spend a leisure hour, 

In silence trace th’ industrious bees, 
Perching on each flower. 


EEE A: 
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The lone retreat, the sylvan bow’, 
With melody should ring ; | 

Where nature paints the blushing flow’, 
And birds their matins sing. 
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With joy I’d see bright Phebus rise, 
'T’ adorn the etherial sky : 

(When each nocturnal vapor dies,) 
He brings full splendor nigh. 


Then feather’d tribes, their strains renew, 
And joyful fiit away ; 

Thro’ tender foliage deck’d with dew, 
To reach th’ intended spray. 

When the soft hues of twilight fade, 
Upon the trembling wave ; 

i'd hie me to some fav’rite shade, 
Or view some wanderer’s orave. 


With these enjoyments, thus I’d live, 
Devoid of care and strife ; 
Encourag’d by internal joys 
To lead a peaceful life. 


FLORENTIUS. 


—at SSS ee 
Selected for the Casket, by 
An ATHENIAN. 
Lines to @ Mourning Dove. 
say why, lovely mourner, that musical fall ; 
That accent that s speaks a disconsolate mind ° 


Does some hidden ‘tumult thy bosom appall, 
Which leaves the sad sting of reflection behind : 


The cause of thy anguish full well I discern, 
The seasons of beauty and pleasure are pass’d ; 
Yet, silence, dear mourner, they soon shall return, 
And nature with beauties be fresh overcast. 


| . , . 
i hough dark stormy winter howls over the plains, 


iho’ the brooks cease to murmur, the vallies to sing; 


Yet earth shall be clothed with her fragrance again, 
And creation revive in the splendor of spring. 


iiven now, dearest warbler, my fancy can see, 
The seasons of bliss in foturity roll ; 

The far spreading verdure, the white boon tree; 
And the sunshine of exstacy burst on my soul. 
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Ye fields which lately were silver’d by flowers, 
My mind into rapture was kindled by you ; 

Now fancy impatiently waits for the hours, 
When May’s fairy pencil your charms shall renew. 


How changed in a moment the surface of things, 
The groves and the gardens are covered with snow ; 
Soon Zephyr shall flutter your leaves with his wings, 
And bathe his light wings in the dew of the rose. 





Then fairest complainer, forbear thy soft lays, [store; 
Nor grieve for those blessings, which spring shall re- | 
But mourn for the current of man’s#leeting days, 
That season which flies and réyfsits no more. 
—D > Go | 


THE INCURABLE.—By Dr. Ladd. 


Doctor, V’d have you know I’m come, 
As far as ’tis from here to home, 
To tell you my condition ; 
I’ve got thegitch—I’ve got the gout— 
My shins are broke—1!’ve hurt my fvot, 
I want a good physician. 


{oe 


The Doctors say, my liver’s bad— ! 
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| My pulse are quick—my heart is sad ; ) 

Hf My stomach’s out of order : | ! 
| i! I’ve got a hobbling in my gait— | 
iu My words I cannot speak them strait ; 
| | O tell me my disorder. . 
i My hands are weak—my sight is dim ; } 

t. And now and then my head will swim ; 

- My neighbors won’t insure me. } 
But the worst plague of all my life, 

i I’ve lately catch’d a scolding wife ; 

; O Doctor can you cure me, 
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